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Voices in the Dark
by
Greg Beatty

A snort came from the darkness. 'That
isn't what most people ask first, you
know."
Theseus cocked his head. Which of
the five passages had the voice come
from? He cleared his throat and tried
again. "What--what do they ask?"
"How I find my way around. Why
they have to die. Why I have to kill them.
Sometimes, what god made me this way.
A lot of the time they don't ask any
questions at all."
Definitely the left. Theseus turned
that way, his back stiffening as he felt the
breeze from the right-hand passage,
carrying the scent of old violence. "They
don't talk?"
"They cry. And they pray. You
might as well come out. I can smell you. I
can hear your heart racing from here."
The boy stepped out of the shadows.
"That's better. You're braver than
most."
Theseus's eyes moved from side to
side. "Do they run away?" he asked.
"They all run. Some sooner. Some
later."
"Do you chase them?"
"I don't have to. Sooner or later they
always reach a place where the passage
stops, and they give up."
"And then you eat them?"
"Do you see anything else here for
me to eat, boy?"
Theseus looked at the walls on either
side of him, up at the stars, into the

shadows, down at the splashes of dried
blood turned black by moonlight. "I can't
see anything. I can't even see you."
A dull clopping sound. Another. An
immense figure stepped from the right to
face the boy in the moonlight The boy
turned quickly towards it, flinching. It was
much taller than he was. Male, naked,
hoofed. The boy pulled his right hand
from behind his back. The moonlight
reflected off the sword it held.
"Is that your courage, boy?"
Theseus was silent. Was this the
Minotaur? It had to be; who else would
be trapped here? But he hadn't expected
someone so ugly. So human. So sad. "I
still want to know. What do you do
between sacrifices?"
"Between? After I've gnawed all the
bones cJean, licked my fingers dry? After
every last bit of you is gone? I lick dew
from the walls. 1 lick the blood from the
cracks. I walk the passages and look at the
sky. And I get hungry."
"And no one ever gets away?"
Silence. The Minotaur turned its
horned head towards a smaJJ pile of
feathers at the base of a nearby wall. "One
did."
"Icarus."
"Yes. I watched him. Watched
them. His father built this place. My
father=his father helped him escape. They
were the first ones who weren't afraid to be
here, in the dark. I watched them. They
worked together to gather feathers. Gull
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feathers. Dove. Most from vultures. And
they put them all together and they flew
away. Higher and higher and higher. I
watched them. I got hungry after, so
hungry, but I didn't care. They flew."
The taller figure raised its arms

above its head, let.them slowly lower, held
them out at its sides, Dropped· them,
Theseus. felt his. heart grow cold. The
Minotaur's.heavy arms were. intricately
mapped with old scars. In past battles,
with men, Theseus had won with speed,
whittling their limbs and stepping back to
watch them fall. That wouldn't work here.
He'd have to get it as lost as he'd been in
the maze. He saw one distant hope, frail as
a.feather. He licked dry lips and made his
voice as hard as his path.
"He fell."
"He flew!"
The speedy violence of the
Minotaur's response let him know that he'd
found his way, however terrifying.
Theseus made himself smile. He raised his
left hand, pulling the string he carried up
into the moonlight. "Yes, he flew. He
flew higher and higher and higher."
He stepped on the lower end of the
string with one foot, and pulled the rest of
it taut against the edge of his blade.
"He flew higher. And higher. And
then he flew too high. And his wings fell
apart. And then he fell. Into the sea."
The string parted. One end fell to
the ground, vanishing in the shadows.
Theseus jammed the useless remnant in his
belt. The game was set now. He couldn't
run, couldn't follow any further, couldn't
even find his way out without getting lost.
Now he would win, or die. Without
thought, he found his sword extended in
front of him. Theseus made his voice
harsher still. "Where he drowned, dead.
Dead, gone, and wasted."
''No!"
"Everyone knows it. You could ask

anyone, in any agora of any town.
Everyone knows. They'd tell you. If you
could get there. If you didn't scare them
away. If your father let you out of here."
"No! He flew! They flew."
"Oh, his father flew, true enough.
Flew away home, safe and sound. He has
a new wire and is- making new sons.
Licking the dew from her cracks. Walking
her passages. B'ut he's forgotten all about
Icarus. Because Icarus fell."
"He flew! They had to fly,
together!"
Theseus braced his rear foot against
the wall and clasped his left hand about his
right on the sword hilt as the Minotaur
closed its eyes, and ran towards him, arms
stretched out to the side, hoofs clattering
against the labyrinth floor, echoing into the
night. The sword plunged deep into its
stomach. The boy prince released the
sword hilt and slumped back against the
wall, his face in shadow.
The Minotaur fell to its knees, then
its side. "I-I was saving feathers."
Theseus, the boy whose father had
sent him into a maze to kill a monster,
watched the blood flow from the
Minotaur's side, its red heat turning black
in the moonlight like the blood of the
victims. The other victims. He took the
now tangled skein of thread from his belt
and threw it down. The blood pooled
against the thread, darkening it. The blood
slowed, then stopped. The Minotaur lay
between the walls of the labyrinth, a few
steps away from a pile of feathersnow
splattered with blood.
Crying, Theseus said, "I know you
were. If I were you, I would have too. But
he fell. We all fall in the end." He turned
and walked away, pausing once to pick up
the other end of the thread he had dropped,
the thread he had cut, the thread that would
lead him out of the labyrinth.
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